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enemy patrol of eight horsemen was cautiously moving over
the grey wormwooded and sandy rise in the direction of the;
village.
" We'll take them prisoner. All right ? " Mitka Korshunov
suggested to Gregor.
With half a troop he rode out of the village to outflank^
the patrol; but the Red Guards discovered the cossacks in
time and turned back.
When the two other squadrons composing the Vieshenska
regiment arrived an hour later they advanced again. The
patrols brought back the information that the Reds, number-
ing approximately a thousand, were coming to meet them.
The squadrons of the Vieshenska regiment-had lost contact
with the 33rd Bukanovsky regiment on their right; never-
theless it was decided to engage the enemy. They rode to the
top of the rise and dismounted, the horses being led off into
a spacious hollow dropping down to the village. Somewhere,.
to the right the patrols were already in action, and theyj
could hear the rattle of hand machine-guns.
The thin line of the Reds appeared soon afterward.
Gregor stationed the men of his squadron at the top of the
hill. The cossacks lay along the crest, which was overgrown
with scrub. From under a stunted crab-apple tree Gregor
gazed through his field-glasses at the distant lines of the
enemy. He could clearly see the first two lines, and behind
them a further column of soldiers deploying into line among
the brown ungathered stooks of cut gram.
He and the rest of the cossacks were astonished to see a
horseman, evidently the commander, riding on a high-
standing white horse in front of the first line. There werei
two more in front of the second line. The third line was led
by an officer ; beside him fluttered a banner, a tiny crimson
patch of blood against the dirty yellow background of the
field.
" Their commanders go in front I That's heroic of them ! "
Mitka Korshunov laughed with sarcastic admiration.
Almost all the cossacks raised themselves from the ground
to look. Palms were set to brows. The talk died away.
And a severe majestic silence, the harbinger of death, lay
gently and softly, like the shadow of a cloud, over the steppe
and the valley,
Gregor looked back.  Dust was billowing beyond the ashy